THE HORSE AND I         243

yes, I knew what the end of the Netherlands
warInust be. In the last resort, when It is
not strength against strength or arms
against arms any longer, but when soul is
pitted against soul, then at last the best
men win. You who have heard the story
of Alkmaar know who they were.

I heard loud cries coming from the walls
of Alkmaar.

"Gone, gone, gone!" Then cheering,
and then, why then, of course, a psalm.

" Yes, you will not need your beacons,
now/' I muttered. I patted the horse on
the neck.

" Shall we carry the news, boy, you and
I ? " He curvetted.

Cordieu I who had a better right than the
horse and I ?